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	Equivalent of Seven

**Universe: _AU_/_Omegaverse_**

**Rated: T (M in future chapters)**

**WARNING: BOYS' LOVE AND MPREG.**

* * *

><p>Power.<p>

Heat.

Fire.

Those are the only things Mikoto could feel within his soul, those, and the desire to simply burn everything to ashes to the point of even ashes shall not remain. Panting silently, he rolls around in his bed, sweat staining his bare chest as he kicks the blanket free. Mikoto would love to pull down his boxers until he's in his birthday suit, but Totsuka tends to walk in without knocking. No, being naked is not an option, not in the bar at least. Sighing, knowing that sleep is lost to him, he gets off his bed to pace around in his room.

_You are Zeta Alpha, you are power impersonated._

Gritting his teeth, Mikoto silences the voice deep in his mind. He knows what being a King is about, what with that damned voice been giving him knowledge the same time his powers bloomed. Absent-mindedly, he runs his tongue across his now sharpened canines. He knows that the voice belongs to the Dresden slate, a mysterious slate that grants seven selected people to be Kings with amazing powers. He didn't care about the Slate's existence until a couple days ago, when the slate chose him to be the third King; Red King of flames.

Being a King is amazing and all; unimaginable power, enhanced speed, strength, senses. But, there's a catch. To prevent clansmen from trying to fight the King and causing an uproar, the slate changes both King's and his clansmen's biochemistry into four classes. The King, standing at the top is the Zeta, whether it be Alpha or Beta, it doesn't matter; none will be able to challenge his authority and he's able to put a plug on his clansmen's powers should the need arise. Even the Alpha, the second of the tier and is normally the most aggressive and dominant, would succumb to the King's orders no matter how much of a challenge they try to be. Third in the tier is the Beta. Much gentler and reasonably more sane than the possessive, aggressive, and highly territorial Alphas, Betas cover a majority of a clan but the more aggressive ones will stir a challenge with another Alpha should they want to. Finally at the bottom of the tier, is the highly rare and treasured Omega. Shy, submissive and weak, their biochemistry is altered so much to the point of their DNA being changed as well and is able to conceive even if they are males. Omegas go into heat, and if they don't bond with an Alpha or a Beta, it could cause quite a problem within a clan.

The lower three classes actually vary among the clans, such that the Blue clan is 90% Betas, and the Red clan 90% Alphas. One thing for sure is that Alphas gain sharper canines. Running his tongue over his teeth again, Mikoto grabs his clothes and puts them on whilst looking out the window. It's too early to be called morning, and too late to be called night, but he needs to get out of that cramped space he calls a room so he can burn something or get some fresh air. Whichever works to calm his rattled nerves. Pushing out through the door, he's greeted with a sight of Totsuka walking up the stairs. Their eyes met, and Mikoto's flames flare and bleed out of him in time with his pulse.

"King," Totsuka calls out gently. Mikoto continues to stare at him, his flames threatening to burst out in a roar until Totsuka curls his hand in a loose fist. The King knows what he needs to do, and catches the gentle fist bump that silences his flames for the time being. He doesn't know which class Totsuka belongs to, but he doubts it being an Alpha, the other man is too weak for that class. He can only hope Totsuka is a Beta; at least he can still fight when confronted. That, and he is a member of the _Red clan_ for crying out loud. God help him if Totsuka suddenly turns out to be an Omega, Mikoto doesn't think he can handle it if Totsuka goes into heat where most of his clansmen are Alphas, luckily his only clansmen are Totsuka and Izumo for the time being.

"What are you doing still up?" the redhead asks his companion who simply smiles childishly. That's the one thing about Totsuka he couldn't put a finger on, the man is so wishy-washy at times it's irritating to a fault.

"I wanted to see if our King is asleep, or if he's up for a midnight snack," Totsuka says as he leans back on the railing. Mikoto eyes him skeptically even while Totsuka is smiling. To the younger man, it looks as though Mikoto found his exclamation to be ridiculous, but the King is actually smelling the air and trying to get a whiff of the scent that marks whether Totsuka is an Alpha, Beta, or even Omega. So far, the youngest of the three haven't exhibit any particular scent, and it's driving both Mikoto and Izumo crazy. "How about it, King? Want to eat something with us downstairs?"

Sighing, Mikoto follows his friend down where Izumo is already cooking up some pancakes. The King's eyebrow rose when he sees how exuberant his friends are being, eating at God knows what time it is. Izumo notices the redhead and whips around, a pan in one of his hands and a plate in the other. "Sit down you two, breakfast will be ready soon," he says with a grin despite knowing what the time is.

"Are you sure you're an Alpha?" Mikoto sneers a little at his friend. Izumo returns the smile with a sneer of his own and puts the plate of pancakes down along with the pan. Totsuka, who's been watching from the stool next to Mikoto, swallows a little when he notices how the tension had risen in the air. Mikoto may be a King, but his powers are new and Izumo, despite being an Alpha, is still older than Mikoto and can dish out some painful repercussions to the redhead when needed. Totsuka can feel their hormones clashing in challenge and wonder if Alphas have high egos to boost their already high strengths.

"Don't run your mouth, Mikoto," Izumo challenges, causing Mikoto to smirk and baring his canines. As much as Izumo wants to remind Mikoto that this is technically his bar and his rules, he couldn't because he knows that he's eventually going to relent to the Zeta Alpha's power. But then again, they've been friends for a long time so chances of Mikoto abusing his powers on him are a bit low. Izumo's just going to continue to provoke him, but keeps it to a minimum level so a fight won't break out. "I'm still older," Izumo continues, his eyes gleaming in a mischievous and challenging light.

"So? I'm King," Mikoto snorts out with a roll of his eyes. Frowning a little, Izumo smacks the upside of his younger friend's head and retrieves the pan before continuing to cook a couple more pancakes. Totsuka chuckles when Mikoto rubs the sore spot with a rather petulant look on his face. His King may not show much emotion, but Totsuka had known him long enough to know his quirks and pick up the subtle expression marring his face.

Flicking his gaze to the side, Mikoto notices Totsuka staring at him. "What?" the King asks gruffly to which the youngest of the three only smiles. Narrowing his eyes, Mikoto stabs the pancake that was given to him and eats it up hungrily. He never knew how famished he was until he swallowed his food. Meanwhile, Totsuka continues to look up at him with a peculiar expression on his face. Ignoring his friend, Mikoto continues to eat his food while Izumo tries at making pancake art. So far, all Mikoto could smell is how the pancake is burning, and how irritated Izumo is becoming as time passes by. His left eye twitching, the King meets his vassal's eyes. "Quit your staring, what is it?"

Totsuka smiles wider and points at something on Mikoto's neck. "Your bonding gland is showing, and it's only been two days," he says. Mikoto's eyes widen a fraction and he tentatively places a hand over his neck. True enough, he could feel the tiny gland poking out his skin and pokes it. Totsuka frowns when he sees that and gently pulls Mikoto's wrist back. "You shouldn't do that, King. You'll break the gland, and if you do, you won't be able to bond with anyone."

"Not like there's going to be any girls interested in joining this clan," Izumo shot back after his failed attempt at pancake art. Sighing, he places the ruined pancake on a plate and subtly pushes it to Mikoto who practically shoves it back to Izumo. "And not like anyone's interested in taking the blood from there," the eldest continues with a smirk. He caught the plate and grumbles at how Mikoto refuses to eat his love-filled creation.

"What are you two yammering about?" the King asks irritably. With the food in his stomach, he slowly starts to feel tired, even his powers are calming down to a gentle flicker. Either because of the food, or because of Totsuka, he couldn't tell. The youngest of them always does have a calming effect on him. Totsuka and Izumo glance at each other and turn to Mikoto, a bewildered look on their faces.

"You don't know what the bonding gland is used for? Didn't the Slate give you all the information the same time it gave us when we became clansmen?" Izumo asks, but then Mikoto gives him a blank look and immediately the bartender knows that their King had basically zoned out when the Slate had input the information into him. Rubbing the bridge of his nose while Totsuka laughs at him, Izumo glares at the redhead. "Stop zoning out at everything will you? You ought to pay more attention to stuff like this; we're not exactly hundred percent humans anymore, at least while we still have our powers."

Mikoto snorts and roll his eyes, an indication that he's waiting for Izumo to explain what the bonding gland is used for to him. Holding himself back from snapping at the redhead, Izumo pulls a chair from behind the counter. "That bonding gland is for you to find a mate, and it's more permanent than a marriage certificate. Once you and your intended draw blood from each other's glands, you'll stay together forever. You won't have any attraction to anyone else even if you tried, which means no cheating on each other because you won't be able to anyway. When you're bonded, you're bonded for life."

Silently, the redhead made up his mind not to be bonded with anyone, ever. He's got quite the lavish sexual life, and being bonded seems like it's a chain on his libido so he's not going to use his bonding gland on anyone at all. Seeing how Mikoto finally knows what the gland is for, Izumo clears up the plates on the counter, leaving Totsuka and Mikoto alone. Eyeing the younger man, Mikoto takes a whiff of him again and growls in annoyance. Hearing his King, Totsuka looks at him in surprise. He unconsciously gulps when his eyes met those of his King's, powerful red aura swirling and pulsing behind those ember orbs as it gaze right through him. Totsuka felt hypnotized by those eyes as they descend on him, searching, imploring, ripping through his defences and baring his soul open. In that moment, Totsuka felt naked and vulnerable, and even more so when his King starts to nudge his neck. Unconsciously, Totsuka bares his skin and Mikoto lunges at him, sniffing and growling until Izumo comes back and shrieks in surprise.

"Mikoto! What the hell?" the bartender pries his redhead friend off the youngest of the three and glares at him. "What were you trying to do? What if Totsuka got a bonding gland and you break it?" Izumo growls and shakes Mikoto a little to disperse some of the red aura in his golden eyes. Brushing off Izumo's hands on him, Mikoto growls a little more and huffs indignantly as Totsuka blushes a beet red from the earlier ministrations. Izumo looks between his two friends and groan tiredly. "Get on you two, not getting enough sleep is making all of us crazy."

Without saying a word, Mikoto stalks up the stairs and out of their view. Glancing away from Mikoto's retreating back, Izumo looks at Totsuka and quirks a brow when he notices how forlorn the younger one looks. Snapping his fingers in front of dazed brown eyes, Izumo pulls Totsuka from his dream-like state causing the younger of the two to turn red for a short while. "Why'd you just submit yourself to him like that?" Izumo asks curiously. He too subtly sniffs the air in case Totsuka is finally showing, but like the other days, he couldn't smell anything on the brunette and it's starting to aggravate him. It'd be dangerous for Totsuka if he doesn't show soon since his flames are weak; at least his status will keep unwanted people away but even that isn't going to help unless he shows.

Shrugging, Totsuka grabs his coat. "I'm not sure myself, maybe because King is King, so I just submit," grinning, he trots over to the door and bids Izumo goodnight before running off to his house. Scowling, Izumo could tell that Mikoto is watching from the shadows, waiting for Totsuka to run off before returning to the counter. The bartender knows that something isn't right; Mikoto is even more on edge than usual. Eyeing the windows and making sure Totsuka isn't lingering anywhere near, Izumo makes his way to the back of the counter while Mikoto sits at his usual stool. Both Alphas could smell the raging and agitated scent on each other and it practically riles them up until Izumo slowly calms himself.

"You couldn't detect him too," Mikoto says bluntly causing Izumo to run a hand through his hair. Ever since Totsuka joins their little group, it's been up to them to watch over their youngest and most airheaded comrade who seems to find trouble at every corner.

They've managed to keep Totsuka safe so far, but now that Mikoto's a King and they're members of the red clan, things seem a little more complicated and a hell lot more dangerous than before. Mikoto has a tendency to fight people just for the heck of it, and because of that he'd collected quite the amount of enemies and Totsuka is basically a hostage material. He's too trusting, too friendly, and at times, too naïve to differentiate between friends and foe. Mikoto have always been there by his side to quietly protect him, while Izumo is the more obvious one, always advising the brunette to be careful and have someone accompany him anywhere he go. Normally it'd be Mikoto taking up the role of babysitter, mainly because he's easily bored, but also because the redhead knows how much of an _idiot_ Totsuka can sometimes be.

Sighing, Izumo plops down on his stool. "No bonding gland, no scent, and his flames are so weak. Given how we're both Alphas, we're not entirely sure how a Beta or even Omega starts showing. How did you show? Besides the obvious charred wall where we received our fires," Izumo deadpans and Mikoto barely held in his wince. That was a disaster he didn't want to remember, seeing how embarrassing it was for him to lose control over his flames like that and nearly burned the alleyway plus the buildings on each side to ashes.

"Everything felt red hot," Mikoto mumbles out as he recalls the heat searing all around him. Just hours after he received powers from the Slate, he could feel his powers already out of control and his internals feeling as though they're being rearranged. After that, he's starting to feel overwhelmed with all the sounds and smells he could sense and when he tried to grab a glass of water, he practically broke it just by holding it in his hands. That's when Mikoto knows that his Alpha genes had been activated, that and the canines start protruding. "You?"

Izumo leans back slightly and hums as he recalls his own memories. "Nothing too extreme, I just noticed how I want to pick a fight with you even more, and I can hear, smell, and see better. After those senses got sharper, I noticed my speed and strength increasing, almost got in a fight with an Alpha from the blue clan," he chuckles and Mikoto frowns at how lucky Izumo got with his transition. Seeing how them both are Alphas in a very newly created clan, they have no idea how a Beta or Omega will start showing. Mikoto and Izumo are both blindly walking around trying to figure Totsuka out and which class he belongs to. "It'd be nice if he turns out to be a Beta," Izumo murmurs tiredly. The Red King grunts in agreement as he too starts to feel a little sluggish. With the sun slowly rising, the two retreat to their rooms to get a few hours of sleep.

The stairs creak under Mikoto's weight as he makes his way up and to his room. His mind still swirling on how to watch over Totsuka in all this mess. Sooner or later, new people will start coming in to join the red clan since his predecessor's clansmen were obliterated in the Kagutsu Fall. Mikoto's eyes cloud over when he thinks about the horrible incident.

_You are Zeta Alpha, you are power impersonated. The power of the Third King is yours. Wield your blade of flames, become the Red King with pride, search your mate and claim them._

Snapping his eyes open, Mikoto quickly silences the voice in his mind when it said the third line. "What the fuck? Mate? What mate?" he grumbles and runs a hand down his face. Without realizing it, Mikoto had charred a section of the hallway leading up to his room at the bar's second floor. Inching away from the very obvious mark as if it doesn't exist, Mikoto resumes his walking towards his room before he could do anymore damage within the bar. When Izumo sees that burnt area, Mikoto assumes he's going to freak out but then again Izumo is a nit-picker, when doesn't he freak out? Scowling, Mikoto remembers what the voice whispered in his ear and slowly drags it out again to hear what else it's going to whisper out. The Dresden Slate may be a powerful artefact, but it's not above toying with people's thoughts.

_Find your mate; an equivalent of seven must be birthed._

Shaking his head in exhaustion and confusion, Mikoto silences the voice once again and climbs on to his bed. Being a King is hard enough without the added changes in biochemistry to deal with, now he has to go and find a mate for some reason? Flipping the Slate in his mind, Mikoto close his eyes for some much needed rest after a night of tossing and turning, trying to battle the heat pooling in his stomach. His fires were silenced when Totsuka came up hours ago, and it's been silence ever since. The King's groggy mind tries to piece together a connection between Totsuka, his raging flames, the Slate's voice, and Totsuka's unknown class, but all he could come up was a white noise as his mind slowly shuts down.

* * *

><p>Hello~ How is everyone? I do hope you all are doing well. Me? I was swamped with my final year works hence why I haven't been able to write anything for..I don't know how long. So sorry to have disappeared for a while but I'm here now to stay. Currently I'm on my training but I literally have nothing to do in my office. I've already submitted some of my designs to my supervisor so now I'm just a sitting kitten, taking a nap and writing stories.<p>

Anyway, there's the first chapter, hope you guys enjoyed it. I tried to make it longer, I really do, but I don't want to spoil too much for the upcoming chapters and cutting it short. Take note, I am VERY new when it comes to Omegaverse so I'm just winging it right now as we speak. I'm also working on an Omegaverse Final Fantasy VII fic, but that one is much, much more complicated and I'm still wringing it out my head. The muse is not cooperating..

So thanks for reading this chapter, I'll see you guys in the next one which will be soon I'm guessing, since I really have nothing to do...


End file.
